DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
gratulation to those that have been made to the noble Duke who
made his maiden speech to-night. I think it must be a matter of
congratulation to your Lordships as well as to himself that in his
case the principle of heredity is so finely maintained by nature and
that there have descended to him the great qualities that from
generation to generation have always distinguished his family/
My aunt! My maiden aunt! My maiden speech! In 1938, with
Mussolini in Abyssinia and Spain, Hitler in Austria and almost in
Czechoslovakia! Can't you hear the simpering Regency
dowagers in the Pump Room at Bath? Why, in the name of prose
and prolix, all this begging and craving and venturing and
apologizing and indulging and respecting? Why not say some-
thing? What is this blight that has come upon us? Why must we
call derelict areas Special Areas, war a Possible Emergency,
lavatories Cloakrooms? What are you afraid of?
Eventually the debate was adjourned- Before it was resumed
79 miners had been killed in an accident at Markham Colliery*
Continuing my study of British Institutions I went to the Tower
of London. Teas. Beefeaters. The Crown Jewels, Sightseers
goggling and giggling at a brass-plate where somebody had been
beheaded; how long a time has to elapse before an execution be-
comes funny? In one of the towers some armour and uniforms.
I could not capture here the feeling of community with the past,
of history in stone, that I have had in ancient buildings in other
countries.
I left the Tower of London, and walked across Tower Bridge*
and a hundred yards down the road and turned to die left, and
there I found a British Institution, at last* Bermondscy. Go and
see it. Little narrow streets, little narrow alleys, little narrow
courts. Dark and tiny rooms. Lavatories? Bathrooms? Find
them if you can. Basement windows about a foot above pavement
level, just enough to admit a very little light, and in tine dungeons
behind these windows men and women and children live? three
and four and five in a room. On the outer walls decaying paper
crowns, faded fragments of Union Jacks* The Coronation, for once
in a generation, brought a little colour and menymakiag to

